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But its own modeſty repairs the wrong; 
And while it waves th' invention it cou'd boaſt, 


It gains a virtue for a talent loſt, ts 
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P R OL OG UE. 
By Lapy C RAVE N. 


ROM the green- room I'm juſt eſcap'd, to tell 
What ſad confuſion, and what tremors dwell 

On each young actor's face: by turns appear 
Gleams of ſweet hope, and pangs of anxious fear. 
I come your pity and applauſe t'entreat, 
And lay our weak endeavours at your feet. 
Ie ne'er were taught to rant, to weep, to ſtare, 
Or tread poetic ground with comic air; 
So, if zve deviate from dramatic rule, 
Good folks remember, we were ne er at ſchool. 
One actor, trembling, bites his nails and ſwears 
He ne'er can get the better of his fears, 
Another wipes his brow in mighty fuſs, 
And, like a teapot, ſtands exactly thus. 
Each to their different parts make ſome objection. 
All cling to me, for knowledge or protection; 
To me they truſt, whoſe knowledge is ſo ſmall ; 
To me, the greateſt coward of them all. 
Laſt night indeed, as thro' old Chaucer's grove, & 


In ſolitary mood I chanced to rove, 
| A 
* The piece was atted for a charitable purpoſe at 
Nawberry, near which is Donnington-caftle, formerly 
| the 
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A rev'rend form addreſs'd my liſt'ning ear, 

And thus advis'd me to ſuppreſs each fear. 

«© Welcome, thrice welcome, to this beauteous ſpot, 

&« Fam'd Donnington ! this once my happy lot. 

« Chaucer my name; I, firſt attun'd the lyre, 

And gave to Britiſh ſounds poetic fire. 

The praiſe of Berkſhire, erſt theſe woods among, 

c Inſpir'd my lays, and cheer'd my tuncful ſong ; 

& Berkſhire, whoſe fcenes might rouſe a pott's 
thought, 

< Berkſhire, with ev'ry pleaſing beauty fraught, 

« Demands thy foſt'ring hand, thy daily pray'r, 

And let the poor and aged be thy care; | 

% Employ thy genius, and command each friend, 

« Turn mirth and pleaſure to ſome pious end.” 

He ceas'd. The poet's ſhade diſſolv'd in air, 

His ſage advice is deeply written here, 


J joyfully obey and this night's gain 

Is to relieve the voice of want or pain. 

Our play alone is acted with this view; 

Our players happy, if approv'd by you. 

Your gracious ſmiles will juſtify the parts, 

Which, as they pleafe the mind, revive the hcarts, 


ihe feat of Chaucer, at the feet of which flands the ſeat 
of Mr. Andrews, called Chaucer's grove. 


EPILOGUE. 
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E P I I. O G U E. 
By THE SAME HAND. 


S all our audience quite awake, I wonder? 
1 Methinks I ſee one, in that corner yonder, 
That droops his head, alas, as if to ſay, 
This is, I vow, a ſoporific play. 
I thought it wou'd be ſo; our young tranſlator 
Call'd me a croſs old grumbling woman-hater, 
Becaute I ſaid, dear ma'am, 'twill never do. 
Your plot, your lleeper, why, 'tis very true, 
Together with the actors, all are new; 
But then new things but ſeldom fit with eaſe : 
Stop here; ſhe ſaid ; why, I am ſure to plcaſe, 
Then gave me ſuch a look from her black eyes, 
As might inſpire a ſtatue with ſurpriſe. | 
Tell them, ſaid ſhe, then toſs'd her little head, 
We're dreamers all, both in and out of bed. 
Look at our modern beau who fleeps till noon, 
'Then yawns all day, as if got up too ſoon. 
The ſwain who dreams of lillies and of roſes, 
Pines for thoſe ſweets o'er which a huſband dozes. 
The love- ſick maid is ſurely in a dream, 
Whene'er male conſtancy's her fav'rite theme. 
See 


EPC 6 M7. 


See politicians deep] tremendous number ! 

O'er half-form'd projects how demure they ſlumber! 
To form, retorm, reject, chuſe, mend, and make, 
"Theſe are the dreams of good men broad awake. 
Behold our miniſters, who make a tuls, 

When knotty points, aflembled they diſcuſs ; 
Who talk of peace, of taxes, and ſtarvation, 
They only dream they can zetrieve the nation. 
One out of ten of each proteſting peer, 

Dreams, faintly dreams, ne's what he wou'd appear. 
Phyficians dream, ill health they can controul; 
And quacks divine, that they can ſave the ſoul. 
I dream, my neighbours as myſelf I love; 

J dream this night's performance they approve : 
Tell them this dream appears to me ſo clever, 
That if it is not true I'll fleep for ever. 


CO 


' PERSONS, 


OE A TE - : n 


PERSONS, 
Ton VANDERGRASS, Friend to Lady 
* Belmour. 

3 Lavy BELMOU R. 


Lavy EMILY BELMOUR, Daughter to 
2 Lady Belmour. 


VALENTINE, Nephew to Lord Vandergraſs. 


Mr. DEVASTHOUSE, the Son of a rich 
Hamburgh Merchant. | 


FRONTLESS, Servant to Mr. Devaſthouſe. 


CLIPMAN, Dutch Gardiner to Lord Vander- 
graſs, and Uncle to Frontleſs. 


A MaiTRE D'HoTEL. 


The Scene repreſents a Hall with five Doors. The 
central Door is ſuppoſed to lead into the Dining-Roomz 
the Door on the right, at the back Part of the Stage, 
into the Apartment which Mr. Devaſthouſe the Slo p- 
walker chuſes for his; the left hand Door into another 

| Apart- 


D viii 
Apariment; the two fide Doors on the left and right 
ef the Stage, neareſt the Audience, one leads out into 


the Garden, the other from the public Road, from 
which the Sleeper is to be introduced upon his Arrival. 


The Houſe is ſuppoſed to be a Villa of Lord V. ander- 
grafſs's, at a ſmall Diſtance from London. 
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* 


A COMED Y. 


ACT the FIRST. 
SCENE I. 


CLIPMAN croſſes the flage, after him V ALENTINE. 


VALENTINE. 
IST, hiſt, Clipman. 


Clipman, Sar. [ coming back, 


Val. Come this way— little faſter, with your 
curſed Dutch ſlowneſs. You move like a ſnail. I 
have got away from my unele at laſt, 


Clip. Pray you receive my compimens upon 
your eſchap, for milord vil have you follow him ; 
follow him—jouſt like his ſhadow, inteet. 


Val. Have you given my note to lady Emily? 
B | Clip. 
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Clip. Sar, you ſhall hir in von moment how I 

Cit — 

Val. How you did! Pſhaw, no matter how; 

only tell me how ſhe received it. 


Clip. Sar, my maſter iſh your oncle, you are his 
nephew, if I did not know it before, your impati- 
ence would tell me you were relations —he will 
leave you dis pritty villa, if you will finiſh his 
plans, dat is, I am now his gardiner, I ſhall be 
yours, and ſo, far, I ſerve you before hand, dat ven 
you are my maſter I may know how to pleaſe you. 


Val. And ſo, and ſo, 


Clip. Do you know I voud diciv my own fater 
to ſerve you. 


Val. Well, but what have you done? 


Clip. Vy, far, lady Emily came into de garden 
wit her moder==as you ſaw dere ven you was 
peeping over de hedge—ch! ch! eh! 

[laughs and winks, 


Val. Yes, yes, I ſaw them: then. 


Clip. Iwent up to dem, as ſo, ſar, [bows up te 
him] tinking dey voud ſay, how dye do, Mr. Clip- 


man ? 
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A COMEDY. 
man? it voud have been but civil in dem. 


Val. Well, but my note 


Clip. Dere waſh I tying up a roſe-tree here, a 
roſe-tree dere—up to de palliſade. 


Val. Heaven and earth! leave your roſe- trees, 
and your palliſades 


Clip. Dey did not even look at me, de prinſhis 
of Orange vould have been more ſhivil. 


Val. Grant me patience 


Clip. Vel, far, ven I ſhee dat, I ſay to de yong 
von, dere is a birds neſts. Young gitls you know 
love birds neſts, 


Val. Well, well—what then? | 


Clip. Vel; ven I ſhee de moter voud ſhee de 
birds neſt too, I pretend, I could not find it he! 
he! he! he! | [ laughs, 

Val. Will you end your long rigmarole about 
nothing, and tell me what lady Emily ſaid, when 
you gave her my-note ? 

Clip. Vy noting at all, for here it iſh. 

[gives the note to Val. 
B2 Val. 


4 Tur SLEEP-WALKER. 


Val. (Now could I ſtrangle this fellow, but L 
muſt flatter him. Aſide.) What, Mr. Clipman, 
you, that have ſo much ſenſe, could not find an 
opportunity. 


Clip. O! far, had I ten times as much as I have, 

how could I ſhpeak to a poor little timid ting, dat 

is under de ving of a moder who knows dat I can 
haye noting particular to ſhay to her. | 


Val. Very well—-it's no matter 
[ walks about angry. 


provokinz | 


Clip. And dey gave me no time before I could 
ſay von, two, tree, — dey ſtep into de coach to dine 
at our neighbours dere; milady—l forget de name. 


Val. Aye, no matter ſo; ſhe's gone out for 3 
the whole day, and, before ſhe returns this Mr. | 
Devaſthouſe will be arrived; and you know that 
her mother has promiſed ſhe ſhould marry him. 


Clip. Patience, far de yong lady has not pro- 
miſed, do—-it is a lucky ting your oncle lends her 
moder his houſe for dem to look at one anoder in, 
before dey marry. Suppoſe, far, de gentleman had 
gone to lady Belmour's houſe in town ; you voud 
have known noting of it till dey had been married ] 


A COMEDY. - s 
Val. Perhaps it would have been better for me— 
why has my uncle always kept me here ſince my 
return from the academy, ſecluded from every ſo- 
cicty but that of the counteſs and her daughter 
it is impoſſible to ſee her and not love her; is it 
not, my dear Clipman ? 


Clip. Vy, it is very poſſible, indeet, to love 
her—very poſſible! 


Val. Every thing ſeems to conſpire to make me 
the moſt miſerable dog alive! My fear of diſpleaſ- 
ing lady Emily has kept my tongue from owning 
the ſecret wiſhes of my heart—and juſt when I was 
reſolved to diſcloſe my paſſion, ſhe and her mother 
arrive here by appointment to meet a man who is 


my rival, and to whom lady Belmour has promiſed 
her. Promiſed !—Promiled ! 


Clip. You might have ſpoke firſt, a great while 
ago. 


Val. So I would, if I had been ſure ſhe liked me, 
Clip. J tink, far, —I—I—I ſay, I tink ſhe does. 
Val. And why, prithee ? 


Clip. Vy fait, far, I've obſarv'd, dat ven ſhe ſees 
you, ſhe take great care never to look at you ; and 
ven 
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ven you leave de room, ſhe looks after you ven you 
are quite out of ſight. 


Val. Why, I have fancied ſeveral times this win- 
ter that my attentions were not quite loſt upon her. 


Clip. Den vy not ſhpeak—— Od rabbit it, ſar, 
you are too ſtupid, too frightful, too modeſt, by 
half: come, come, far, take courage, and ſhpeak 
out at vonce. 


Val. You are right, I have no other reſource left; 
I will, I will take courage; ſhe ſhall not ſee my 
grief, and not be certain of the cauſe Yes—TI 
am fixed in my reſolution [Here Frontleſs makes 
a noiſe behind the ſcenes} Hey——hey——what's all 
this noiſe ? [Stealing off; 


Clip. Vere de divil are you running to ? 


Val. Some one is coming, my dear Clipman . 
and if I was caught with you, they'd certainly gueſs 
that I haye been talking to you of lady Emily, and 
that I am in love with her. 


Clip. [holds his coat] Vat to dat? [Val. breaks 
from him; exit.) Very great reſolution, indeet—— 
his courage is very yong indeet 


reſolution ! up- 


on my vord, very pritty reſolution !— 
SCENE 


A COMEDY, "= 
SCENE n. 


Enter FRoNTLEss. 


Front. Hoy, ahoy !——houſe, ahoy ! Is every 
body dead? Where a plague's my uncle——ha! 
here he i | | 


Clip. Intect ! —inteet !—-Is it you, my nephew? 


Front. Yes, faith, ſafe and ſound, as you ſee ; 
and have been fo theſe four years, my dear fir. It 
is exactly four years ſince I ſaw you laſt ; but it 
was not you I was looking for, it was your maſter, 
lord Vandergraſs. 


Clip. Vat can you vant vit him? Pray tell me, 
now, how are you? Vat have you been doing all 
dis vile? Are you rich? Have you a goot maſter? 
Are you married ? Are you 


Front. Blood and oons! how you queſtion a 
body ! | | 


Cup. Vy, tis fo long a vile ſince I ſaw you, dat 
I vant to know a hundred tings at vonce. 


Front, Firſt then, fir, you muſt no longer call 


me plain Charles Mr, Frontleſs, if you pleaſe. 
Then, 
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Then, fir, I am a bachelor; I am not worth a 
groat; I'm tired to death with my journey ; I am 
choaking with thirſt, and dying with hunger. 


Clip. You anſwer faſter dan I can comprehend. 
Who do you live wit at preſent. 


Front. T live with Mr. Devaſthouſe. 
Clip. In vat capacity ? 


Front. Why 
chambre 


no, I am not his valet de 
nor his friend 


nor his ſecretary—- 

nor——yes, yes, —I am his conhdant—his confi- 
dant——and in conſideration of my faithful ſer- 
vices, he dreſſes me as you ſee, fir. 


Clip. O! ho; I ſee vat brings you now: vat, 
vat, have you ſo little pride of your famille about 
you to wear a livery——do you forget dat you are 
grandſon and nephew of a gardiner ? 


Front, I have no ambition, fir, the learning I 
am maſter of, thanks to your ſending me to col- 
lege, has ſet me above ambition. 


Clip. I always tought you'd be an idle rogue. 


Front. Idle! faith, uncle, there you are quite 
wrong: my trade goes on both night and day, and 
I 
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I am heartily tired of it for that reaſon, 


Clip. I'm very glad to hear dat. You can't do 
better dan live vit me. Milord is a fortune to us 
he 
fills up ponds, and den makes new ones——den 
makes a French parterre, den a Dutch garden 


den he plants a hedgerow——den he vill have an 
avenue——den a caſcade 


gardiners; he plants, and den he unplants 


here a lake, dere a 


fountain 


always doing or undoing ſometing—- 
right or wrong, always at vork. And as I ſuper- 
intend his improvements my pocket improves : hear 
how it chinks. | [ chinks his pocketa 


Front. Well, when he has overturn'd his whole 
eſtate, what's that to me ? 


Clip. To you! Vy, I'Il teach you de buſineſs, 
and den ven I die you get my plaſhe ; dat may be 
ſome time yet, do. 


Front. We'll talk of that bye and bye, ſhew me 
to his lordſhip now, that I may deliver my meſ- 
ſage. 


Clip. Better vait for him here, he comes tro dis 
hall at leaſt fifty times in von day 
are tired of your plaſhe ? 


And ſo you 


C Front, 
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Front. Sick to death of it, uncle -- ſick to death 
of it. 


Clip. Vy dat? Iſh he croſs or covetous? Does 
he get drunk and beat you ? 


Front. No, indeed! he is generous as he is 
rich, very good humour'd and ſenſible, - but 


Clip. But vat? 


Front. Why, I am forced to belong to him all 
night, as well as all day. | 


Clip. Vel, dat's in de right order of tings. I 
am gardiner all night too as all day. 


Front, But you don't work all night; you ſleep. 


Clip. Yiſh, yiſh, ſleeping is dat branch of my 
buſineſs I execute beſt.---- 


Front. In my ſituation it is not poſſible for me 
ever to ſleep. | 


Clip. How how's dat come tell me den. 


Front. Faith, I dare not. 


Clip. Vat! have you learnt of my yong maſter 
to be afraid of ſhpeaking ? 


Vat, have you any 
ſecret 
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ſecret for an oncle ? 


Front. Yes, but my maſter's ſecret is of ſuch 
conſequence that he'd never forgive me if I toll it. 


Clip. Vy, it can't be known, unleſs you tell it; 
for I vill never, never. 


Front, Indeed, uncle, I cannot tell you. 


Ciip. Vy, you are going to leave him. Upon 
my credit and vord I'll never fay any ting. 


Front, Never, never, indeed; not to a living 
ſoul ! 


Clip. Von promiſe is ſuſficient ; vill you tell me, 
or not vat are you ſtudying ? 


Front. I'm thinking how I ſhall explain this 
matter to you. Let me ſee——in Engliſh, it is 
ſleep-walker—in French, ſomnambule—in Latin, 
ſomnum—-ſomnus—-ambulum—-ambulor——-In 


ſhort, my dear fir, he is a----he is a----ſomnam- 
bulator, 


Clip. How do you ſhpeak dat ? Som---ſom---- 
ſom---gam---nam----ſomgrambler ? 


Front, Somnambulator. 


C 2 CI. 


12 Tux SLEEP WA LEER. 


Clip. Vat, de divil is dat? Vat, he is in ſome 
office; he has a plaſhe in de cuſtoms, I ſuppoſe, 
and dat is de name:? 


Front. No, lord, fir, not at all. I tell you, if 
it was known, it's enough to prevent his marrying 


lady Emily. 


Clip. Oh, oh, I ſee now de caſe; ſomnam 
grambal means dat he——dere—--you know, dat 
he ſhould not——dat he can't be married. 


Front. Lord, ſir! are you mad? not that 
at all, 

Clip, Shpeak, den-----vat is ſom----ſom----dat 
vord ? 


Front, Why, it is a kind of malady, a natural 
infirmity. 


Clip. Oh, he iſh ſick——poor young man! In- 
firmities at his age is a very great misfortune. 


Front. Pſhaw, ſir, no; he enjoys the moſt per- 
fect health. 


Clip, I do not comprehend at all. 


Front. Why, fir, he gets up in the night—-he 


talks---walks-=-looks about 
| Clip. 
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Clip. Ah !---now I underſtand----he can't ſleep, 
poor man! 


Front. Pſho, pſho 


ſleeps too well---- 


on the contrary, fir, he 


Clip. O! fait, Mr. my nephew, arrange dis; 
if he is aſhleep, he is not awake 


Front. Only liſten to me with patience——T 
tell you that he walks, he talks, nay his eyes are 
open, and yet he is aſleep what d'ye think of 
that, now? 


Clip. Vy, I tink dere is a proverb ſays, „If it 
pleaſe de Almighty, a man may bite his own noſe 
off;” and I tink, Mr. Charles, it is very imperti- 
nent of you to invent a cock and bull tory only to 
make a fool of your oncle. 


Front. Upon my ſoul and body, fir, as I hope 
to be ſaved, what I tell you is true—-may I never 
ſpeak another word if it is not 


Clip. Vat, de divil, you voud perſuade me your 
maſter fleeps like a horſe upon his 1 Very 
pritty fables, indeet ! 


Front, Sir, I have paid dearly for thinking as 
you do, when I fiſt lived with him-——he uſed to 
ſend 
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fend me of errands in his ſleep, which he has 
thraſh'd me very handſomely for executing, the 
day after, when he was awake. 


Clip. Po, po, you're a fool, and your maſter 
too——huſh, huſh, here comes milord. 


S.C:E:N:E---I. 


Enter Lord V ANDERGRASS and V ALENTINE. 


Lord Van. Valentine; you muſt riſe earlier 
a great deal earlier. 


Val. My dear lord, I was with the workmen by 
ſix o'clock ; you ſaw me there yourſelf. 


Lord Van, Yes, but I was with them an hour 


before you. O! in my time the world roſe with 
the lark. 


Val. I could eaſily have been beforehand even 
with you, my lord, for I never cloſed my eyes the 
whole night, Tomorrow, uncle, you ſhall ſee. 


Tord Fan. Well, well, I ſhall fee: this year, 
Valentine, I muſt finiſh my new terraſs, and if we 
don't hurry the workmen while the weather is fine, 
we ſhall pray, Clipman, who is that man? 


Clip. 
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Clip. Dat man iſh my nephew, milord. 


Lord Van. Does he want to be employ'd ?---- 


Front. No, my lord I left my maſter at the 
laſt poſt, very impatient to arrive here. | 


Lord Van. And, pray, who is your maſter ? 
Front. Mr. Devaſthouſe. 
Val. Aye, aye—-I thought ſo. 


Front. My lord, we have travell'd night and 
day——it is now exactly three days ſince we have 
ſat down to table, or been in a bed, that we gue 
arrive the ſooner---- 


Lord Van. He'll have time to reſt here 


Come, Valentine, let us go and ſee the garden 
and walks are in order 


here, Clipman go 
quickly, and ſet the little caſcade a playing in the 
front of the houſe- | 


Clip. Vy, milord, you know there is not von 
drop of vater, you voud have de caſcade made be- 
fore we could find a ſpring to ſupply it. 


Lord Van. Huſh, huſh, you blockhead —-why 
can't you do as we did laſt time? you have no 
| more 
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more the honour of a family at heart, than if you 
was not the gardiner of it 
to ſupply it from the well. 


ſet the great engine 


Front. O]! dear fir, my maſter does not like 
ceremony. I dare fay he'll be ſo glad to ſee you, 
that he won't think of your caſcades. 


Lord Van. Not think of my caſcades ! Pd 
have you know, that no man can ſee me and not 
think of my improvements—-Clipman !—-why do 
you ſtand there idle ?—go and do as I bid you—-- 
[To Frontleſs) I'd have your maſter know he'll find 
none of your modern works here—-no Mr. What- 
d'ye-call-him to ſtrip my lady Nature as naked as 
ſhe came into the world —and expoſe all her beau- 
ties to the eyes of the vulgar— 


none of your 
lawns—and your clumps- and your proſpects with- 
out end 


none of your ſhrubberies----none of 
your made-waters that one can't diſtinguiſh from 
rivers. No, no, your maſter has been in Holland, 
and knows the value of an inch of dry ground ; he 
knows the comfort of a ſhady row of trees as ſtrait 
as my leg. The beauty of a French parterre---- 
with the improvement of a Dutch imagination 


the ingenuity of a flower-garden, that deſcribes 
true lovers knots, and all the figns of the zodiac. 
O! 
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O! he knows how to enjoy the mukic and freſh- 
neſs of fountains, rattle, rattle, guggle, guggle, 
from cupids and river-nymphs. O! there is no 
_ taſte now left in this country none none. 


Front. My lord, here is my maſter. 


SCENE VV. 


Enter Mr. DEvasTHOUSE. 


Lord Jan. Ah, my friend! I'm glad to ſee you, 
I did not expect you till to-morrow. 


Mr. Devaſi. Indeed, my lord, I thought I could 
not make haſte enough to thank you for giving me 
a double pleaſure—the opportunity of paying my 
reſpects to lady Emily and you at the ſame time. 


Lord Van. | ſee you in perfect health, I hope 
that's the firſt point. 


Mr. Devaſt. Why, I muſt confeſs, I am ex- 
ceedingly fatigued with my journey. I never tra- 
vell'd night and day before—- 


Lord Van. O! that's nothing at all at your time 
of life, 


— | Ar. 


18 Tur SLEEP. WALKER. 


Ar. Devaſt. Pray, is not that gentleman your 
nephew, my lord ? 


Lord Van. Yes, he's a fine lad ; hey, my friend ? 


Mr. Devaſt. He was fo young when I ſaw him 
laſt, that I have a right to claim his friendſhip by 
that I felt for him when he was a child. 


Lord Van. Valentine, this is Mr. Devaſthouſe— 
his father is the beſt friend I have in the world. 


- Pal. Sir] ſhould be glad to—be able to 
| [ hefttating. 


Lord Van. I'm ſure that he'll do every thing to 
ſhew that he is worthy of your good opinion 
Come, we'll take a walk—it will refreſh you, and 
from the great terraſs you may take a look over the 
whole place at once. 


Mr. Devaſl. Wouldn't it be proper to preſent 
me to the counteſs firſt ? | 


Lord Van. You mean to lady Emily, hey—-are 
you there ?—ah, ah. 


Mr. Devaſt. I only know her from the picture 
her mother ſent me ; and you may judge that has 
given me ſuch an impreſſion of her, that I ſhould 

2 be 


; 
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be ſorry to preſent myſelf to her in this dreſs, leſt 
it ſhould give her an unfavourable one of me. 


Lord Van. O] ſhe'd excuſe the dreſs in favour 
of the hurry you have been in; but you have time 


enough, for both the ladies are gone out to dine 
three miles off. 


Mr. Devaſt. Are they ſo indeed? then, for hea- 
ven's fake, my lord, give me leave to go and lie 
down, for I am ſo tired that I can hardly hold my 
head up. 


Lord Van. Poh, poh, at your age! tired, indeed! 
why, in your place I could have run three miles 
after a fair lady, with twice the fatigue you have 
undergone. 


Mr. Devaſl. I wiſh I could ſay that I could—- 


but indeed I feel that ſome hours reſt are abſolutely 
neceſſary. 


Lord Van. Well, then, T'll call for the dinner, 
that will refreſh you. | 


Mr. Devaſt. Upon my word, my lord, the jour- 
ney has heated me ſo much that it is impoſſible for 
me to eat. | 


D 2 Lord 
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Lord Van. At leaſt let my nephew ſhew you the 
houſe. 


Val. Uncle, really the gentleman is ſo much 
tired— 


Lord Van. Well, then, ſurely you may juſt look 
about you enough and chuſe your own room. 


Mr. Devaſt. Any room you put me in I'm ſure 
J ſhall like. | 


Lord Van. Here, will you take this one upon the I 
ground floor ? 


Mr. Devaſi. Ves, this, if you pleaſe. 


Lord Van. You'll find it very convenient; this 
hall ſerves as an antichamber for it, and as I paſs 
through it often in the day, I can call and conſult 
you upon my new plans. 


Mr. Devaſi. To-morrow, my lord, I'll obey 
any commands you may have for me at any hour 
in the day, 


Front. Better not call upon us at night, leſt we 
 Thould not be at home. [ a/ade. 


Lord Van, You'll find an excellent bed. 


Ar. 
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Mr. Devaſt. J don't doubt it, my lord, and 
with your leave I'll try it preſently. Frontleſs, 
follow me. Your humble ſervant. [ bows each. 


ST ENS 


Lord V ANDERGRASS and V ALENTINE., 


Val. Pray, uncle, do you think this gentleman 
much prepoſſeſſed in favour of lady Emily? 


Lord Van. Why, if one is to judge by the vio- 
lent haſte he has made, he is: but Val. I forgot 
to tell you that my new terraſs— | 


Val. Mere civility, indeed ; mere civility, my 
dear lord, indeed; he could not with common po- 
liteneſs have appeared leſs impatient to ſee her : and 


you know there is a great difterence between po- 
liteneſs and love. | 


Lord Van. Juſt as you pleaſe ; perhaps there may 
be; but I was obſerving to you | 


Val. Then you think he does love her? 


Tord Van. He told you himſelf he only knew her 
from her picture; I was going to tell you that 


Val. Has lady Emily got his picture too? 
| Lord 
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Lord Van. P'ſhaw, I don't know; what is all 
their nonſenſe to me? As I was going to ſay, 


when I have moved three feet more depth of earth, 
then 


Val. But, uncle, ſince you are to give her away, 


you ought to know every circumſtance, and as 
you lend them your houſe 


Lord Van. Ves, yes, Mr. Devaſthouſe will find 
it beautiſul. | 


Fal. beautiful, indeed! 
Lord Van. Yes, charming; yes, yes. 


Val. Charming! O!] fir, what eyes, and what 
grace — 


Lord Van. What eyes, and what grace? My 
houſe have eyes and grace! what are you thinking 
of! I am talking of my houſe. 


Val. Your houſe ? 


Tord Van. Aye, and my terraſſes, and my bow] - 
ing-green, they are charming. 


Val. You are right, indeed, ſir : (how near I 
was diſcovering myſelf) I ſaw a very beautiful ob- 


ject on the bowling-green to-day. 
; Lord 
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Lord Van. I dare ſay you do not think there is 
any thing worth looking at in England beſide. 


Val. No, indeed, my lotd. 


Lord Van. I am delighted to hear you ſay fo, for 
one of theſe days you'll be maſter of it all. 


Val. I fear not, my lord. 


Lord Van. Fear hy | plague on your fears, 
have not I told you I'd leave you every thing ? 


Lal. (He little thinks it is not his place or fortune 
that has any charms for me) Who is Mr. De- 
vaithoule ? | 


Lord Van. Who he is; why the ſon of a very 
rich Hamburgh merchant ; he wants connections, 


and lady Belmour wants a rich man for her daugh- 
ter 


believe few people can give two better 
reaſons for making a match, 


Val. Intereſt on both ſides. [ /akes his head. 


Lord Van. What, you'd have people marry for 
love, I ſuppoſe; very well for you to marry for 
love, if you like it—becauſe you have birth and 
fortune—but thoſe that want both, are very glad to 
buy them at the expence of their liberty, as 'tis 
called. 


SCENE 
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SCENE VI. 


Enter Lady BELMOUR and Lady Eil v. 
Lord Van. Hey day! ladies, ſo ſoon returned. 


Lady Bel. She was not at home, my lord, ſo we 
only left our names. 


Lord Van. So much the better, for now I ſhall MY 
have your companies at dinner, E 


Lady Bel. As it was fo early, we ftop'd our coach 
at the iron gates and walk'd up the long avenue, 


Lord Van. Surely you muſt be tired? 
Lady Bel. 1 do not eaſily tire. 


Pal. And you, lady Emily, ſhould not you Ups 
to reſt yourſelf a little. 


Lady Emily No, fir, I thank you; to walk or 
to ſit are equally indifferent to me. 


Val. Are you ſo indifferent about every thing ? 
Lady Em. Yes, fir. 


Lady Bel. Speak out, child ; you ſpeak ſo faint- 
ly; you ſhould ſay, yes, fir. I ſhould like to ſee 
her, 
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her, at her years, be intruſted about any thing 
as long as I have any authority over her I can an- 
ſwer for her indifterence, J aſſure you. 


Lord Van. O! your authority will ſoon ceaſe, 
for Mr. Devaſthouſe is arrived. 


Lady Bel. Oh! he is arrived. [with gladneſs, 
Lady Em. What, is he come then ? La. 
Val. Yes, lady Emily, he is come. [angrily. 


Lord Van. What a plague do you mean? why 
you know he is. | 


Val. J only confirm what you ſay. 


Lord Van. He is handſome, and ſenſible, a Wy; 
amiable man ; is not he, Valentine ? 


Pal. I only ſaw him for a minute ; lady Emily 
muſt decide if he is amiable or not. 


Lady Bel. Well, are you dumb? Can't you an- 
ſwer; have you nothing to ſay? * child, 
ſpeak. 


Lady Em. He may be very amiable, for any POO 
I know, fir, but you muſt not truſt to my judg- 
ment, as I am prejudiced in my opinion about him. 


r Lach 
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Lady Bel. Prejudiced ! what, becauſe you are 
to marry him, you are prejudiced in his favour, 


Lady Em. I did not ſay that, ma'am. 


you know—that your language is obſcure to an in- 
You ſhould have ſaid thus, 
Sir—-the gentleman, being my mother's 


Eve- 


I am 


comprehenfibility ? 
child. 
choice, muſt be accompliſhed in my eyes 


ry body ſays you are clever—I can't ſee it. 
me one anſwer that is intelligible— But where 
is he? | 

Val. He is gone to ſleep. 
Lady Bel. To ſleep at this time of day 


Lord Yan. He thought you would not return till 
| night, and he was ſo much fatigued—-ſo much 


tired! 


Lady Bel. Surely of all animals, man is the moſt 
abſurd what neceſſity was there to come a whole 
day ſooner than we expected him, to ſleep Sleep, 
indeed! Why did he not ſleep yeſterday, and ar- 
rive to- morrow - we did not wiſh to ſee him ſooner ; 
did we, my dear? 5 
| Lady 


Lady Bel. What did you mean to ſay then? Do 


| ſure, ſince you have been here you have not given 
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Lady Em. No, indeed, my dear ma'am, I was 
not at all impatient for his arrival 


Lady Bel. Look ye there, now! who can tell 
if it is decency that makes you ſay that, or pique ? 


Lady Em. Pique ! I am not the leaſt piqued, I 
aſſure you. 


Lady Bel. No, indeed! then, child, -you-ought 


to be ſo, and very much piqued; you ſhould feel, 
and know your own value; Sleep, indeed! the 
inſtant he gets off of his horſe ! Do you know it is 
almoſt an affront [o Lord Van.] Such a con- 
duct does not give me too good an opinion of him 
Ait argues in him a delicacy of perſon, and an 
indelicacy of mind. | 


Lord Fan. Oh! poh! my lady, you'll forget all 


this, when you ſee him to-morrow. 


Lady Bel. To-morrow, indeed! I know your 
ways, my lord; the inſtant he is awake you'll make 
him walk from one end of your place to the other, 


and then, I dare ſay, he muſt go to bed and to 
ſleep again. 


Lord Van. Poh! poh! did ever any one tire in 
ſeeing a place they never ſaw before ? 


E 2 Lady 
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Lady Bel. Ves; but do you conſider, my lotd, 
the innumerable ſteps, and flopes, and terraſſes? 


Lord Van. Do you conſider, my lady, how mag- 
nificent terraſſes are ? 


Lady Bel. Yes, if you have a fine view from 
them; but I proteſt, my lord, I can't ſee a yard 
from my own noſe, and there is a hill that inter- 
cepts the view. 


Lord Van. Tis true; if that hill was away, the 
view would be delightful—-here, Clipman ! where 
is my plan—— My lady, my lady, in three genera- 
tions there will not be earth enough to raiſe a mole- 
hill where that hill now ſtands. 


Lady Bel. Indeed, my lord—-annihilating that 
impediment, would be a work worthy of Hannibal 
but, my lord, theſe little alleys of of yours, 
where one turns, and turns, without knowing 
where one is going to, and one finds oneſelf juſt at 
the place one ſet out from. Come, child, what do 
you ſay to his place. 


Lady Em. I fay | alas, I know nothing about it. 


 £Laay Bel. Ar'n't you aſhamed of your ignorance ? 
Did you know what we were converſing upon? 
| Lady 


Lady Em. Yes, madam, and was liſtening, that 
1 might improve my taſte by your remarks. 


Lord Van. Find fault with my waſte, as your mo- 
ther does, lady Emily; I love objections, that I 


may confute them. 


Lady Em. I approve of your taſte in ſome things, 
very much, my lord. (Too much, I fear.) 


Lord Van. Will you bring the plan, fir? 
Enter CLP. 


Clip. Here it is de great plan, milord, dat I 
always brings up ven dere is company, 


Lady Bel. Oh! Tl give you ſome good advice. 
I never underſtood a plan of any fort in my lite, 
but that does not ſignify, 


Lerd Van. No, no, you'll underſtand this then, 
I'm ſure, for 'tis unlike any other plan Wo'n't 
you, charming lady Emily, give me your taſte too? 


Lady Bel. Lord, ſhe has no taſte What are 


theſe ponds ?—-I don't know how you'll fill them, 
Ive ſcen no water here yet. 


Lord Van. Don't look at them —-here, ma'am, 


here=—follow my finger. 
y mngel Pal, 
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Val. Why don't you look too, lady Emily ? 


Lady Em. J am ignorance itſelf in theſe matters. 


Val. Are you ignorant too of the miſery I feel at 
this moment ? 1 


Lady Em. Ha! Valentine! 


Lady Bel. That is your drying-yard, I ſuppoſe, 
by thoſe poſts and baſkets ? 


Lord Van, *Sblood, my lady! that is the flower- 
garden. 


Lady Bel. I believe I had better put on my ſpec- 
tacles. 


Lord Yan. So will I put on mine. 


Val. Why are you ſo much afraid of underſtand- 
ing this ? I could explain to you. 


Lady Em, And if you did, to what purpole ? 
Lady Bil. This is an avenue? 

Lord Van. Not yet planted. 

Lady Bel. Lord, it is not as long as my hand! 


Lord Van. Count the trees, my lady, count the 
trees. | | 


Lady 
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Lady Bel. One, two, three forty— fifty. 


Val. It will be beautiful if you would conde- 
ſcend to liſten to me, I would explain the ſitua- 
tion the ſituation of a heart that will break if 
you refuſe my requeſt. 


Lord Van. Lady Emily, he knows the ſituation as 
well as I do myſelf ; he drew the plan for me. 


Lady Bel. Indeed !—-I did not know your ne- 
Do, fir, try if you can in- 


phew was ſo clever 
ipire my girl a little. 

Val. I would give worlds to teach her as much 
as I know, 


Lady Bel. An hundred and ſixty-five ! CEO my 


word a fine length, 
Lord Van. I ſhall have ſixty of that length! 


Val. Conceive the effect of that, lady Emily; it 
will be quite noble after dinner, here, in this 
place : it requires ſome courage and patience—-if 
You will grant me five minutes only, it will fave 
do you approve of the plan? 


my life 
Lady Em. It ſeems to be a very bold undertaking. 


Lady Bel, Child, you can't ſee, I ſuppoſe, that 
the 
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the more a ſcheme of this ſort is dangerous, the 
more glory there is in the execution of it. 


Lord Van. It is my fort to overcome difficulties; 
for inſtance, do you ſce the great terraſs ?—-can 
you gueſs how high it will be when it is finiſhed ? 


Lady Bel. How high? don't know—ſo high. 


Lord Van. Oh, you are not near the mark, it 
will be five and fifty feet high, eight inches and a 
half, and half a quarters it not true, Valentine? 


Val. Ves, uncle, five and fifty. 


Lady Bel. Five and fifty inches and half a quar- 
ter—ſtupendous ! ſtupendous ! an abſolute preci- 
pice ! I will never go there, my head would run 
round, | 


Lord Van. Nothing can make my head turn. 


Val. What, you think there is too much teme- 
rity in the undertaking - you won't come, then—- 
what are you ſtudying about ? 


Lady Em. T think it is running great riſques. 
Pal. Well—well. 


| Lady Em. And what end can it anſwer ? I fear I 


know too much already. 2 
ach 
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Lady Bel. Upon my word there is no bearing 
your conceit and ſtupidity ! You fear you know too 
much already, and what end can it anſwer——if 
you would give yourſelf the trouble to liſten to that 
gentleman, you would be as well informed as I am 
Leave her, fir—leave het to her obſtinacy 
it is not worth your while to endeavour to teach 
her any thing, as ſhe does not mind you In- 
deed, my dear lord, I am very much fatisfied with 
what I have ſeen——but pray are all theſe grounds 


yours ? 
Clip. Aye—dat's de ting. 


Lord Van. No, not yet, my lady, not quite; but 
in caſe the proprietors refuſe to ſell them to me, 
they ſurely cannot have ſo little taſte as to refuſe my 
embelliſhing their premiſſes——but here is dinner. 


Enter MAITRE D'HOTEL. 
Maitre. Dinner is on the table, my lord. 


[ Lord Van. makes Val. hand the Counteſs out, and 
leads out lady Em. in going out he ſays, 


Clipman, take care of my plan. [ Exeunt, 
End of the firſt A. 
* ACT 
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ACT the SECOND. 
SCENE I. 


CLI MAN, /olus. 


E plan goes on very vell, dat I ſhee——Ah, 

I ſhee my young maſter ſay iſh, iſh, iſh, in 

de young lady's ear; and ſhe colour and liſten, and 

but I ot to tell him about Mr, De- 

vaſthouſe being a ſom, ſom, ſon, gram, gam, 

_ ſon 'tis a vord to break von's teet. O ! he'll 

underſtand, he's very learn'd—— Horſh, my ne- 
phew. 


look pleaſe 


SCENE II. 


Enter FRoNTLEss. 
Clip. Vat is dat vord, fon, ſom —— 
Front. No matter, fir, you would not believe me. 


Clip. Vy I cannot tell vat to make of all you told 
me, and I vant to aſk you dree or vor queſtions. 


Front. Uncle, you may poſſibly have ſtrengtlr 
to 
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to aſk a dozen, for you have breakfaſted—bur I, 


ſir, who have not, and am as hungry as poſſible, 
cannot ſtay to anſwer one. 


Clip. Vel, preſently ve'll go to de kitchen, but 


Front. But I muſt make haſte, becauſe I can't 
leave my maſter above five minutes. 


Clip. Vy, he is aſhleep and can't vant you. 


Front, Juſt that; becauſe he is aſleep, he does 
want me. | | 


Clip. And vy, pray? 
Front. Becauſe, if what I told you ſhould hap- 


pen, I mult wake him. 


Clip. Upmh— [ /haking bis head] Charles, look 
in my faſte—l forbid you ever to confuſe my head 
upon dis ſubject any more 
maſter loves lady Emily ? 


Now tell me if your 


Front, In effigy, fir, in effigy. 
Clip. In nis ſhleep, I ſuppoſe you mean? 


Front. No, fir, by her picture; but you'll be 
the death of me, by Jove, for I want to eat. 


Clip. Come along den; fo you tink— 
F 2 | Front. 
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Front. [mimicks] I tink ——the devil and all his 
works, for here's my maſter, | 


Clip. You waſh not need hurry yourſelf, for here 
iſh your maſter, who vants you. 


SCENE III. 


Enter Mr. DEv ASTHOUSE in his night-gown, a boot 


on one leg, a ſlipper on the other foot, with a poſt 
whip in his hand. 


Front, Im glad however he has turn'd this way, 
that I may wake him. 


Clip. Hey, vat de devil, hey; vat is dat? He is 
dreaming, I believe. [a/ide to Front. 


Front. Why, yes to be ſure, this is what I told 
you; only look at him now. 


Mr. Devaſt. Hollo ! bring another horſe out di- 
rely ; make haſte - you 


Front. Do you hear? he thinks he is ſtill riding 
poſt. 


Clip, Bleſs me, he ſhleeps vit his eyes open—- 
horſh ! 


Mr. 
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Mr. Devaſt. It's very late 


caſtle——O ! charming lady ! 


not till night 


Front. Ah! a rogue—do you know, uncle, he 
ſays things in his ſleep, which I can aſſure you are 
what he thinks true. 


Mr, Devaſt. Hey, Frontleſs, ah! you raſcal, 
you'll be drunk and lazy, as uſual, I ſuppoſe. 


Clip. Inteet, nephew, I believe he docs ſpeak 
true ſometimes. 


Mr. Devaſt. Oh ! theſe curſed tired jades—yah, 
yah—clik, clik—get on, do 
[ Strikes Clip. on the face. 


Clip. O! de devil! is dis a dream ? Softly. 
O ! lord! 


Mr. Devaſt. Softly—no, no, we muſt get on 
yah, yah. 


Front. Take the whip away, uncle. 


Clip. Take it yourſelf, you rogue. You be 
more uſed to it dan I, I believe, 


Mr. Devaft. Yah, yah; clik, clik ; hey, hey. 


Front, Gad we muſt get him out of this dream. 
Sir, 
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Sir, here is Mr. Solomons, who is come to wait 
ON YOU. 


Mr. Devaſt. Solomons! oh ! he is come about 
money. 


Front. Yes, ir. 


Mr. Devaſl. Oh, aye! a hundred pounds 
get me pen and ink. 


Front. Now [I'll wake him. 


Clip. No, no, let him alone a little——he make 
believe to write—ha ! ha 


Mr. Devaſi, Honeſt Solomons, call Frontleſs, 
will you ? | 


Front. Honeſt ! hey! only the greateſt raſcal in 
the alley. 


Mr. Devaſt. Raſcal: yes, yes; Frontleſs, g0 
to my cloſet. 


Clip. O ho! what, you are his treaſurer ? 


Front. Yes, whenever he chuſes to dream of 


riches, but when he is awake he thinks I am not 


to be truſted, 
Mr. 
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Mr. Devaſt. Frontleſs, take my letter——here, 
maſter Solomons—there is fiſty pounds, and a draft, 


Clip. Ah ha ! take it, we will divide it. 


Mr. Devaſt. Divide! ah, thief, have I caught 
vou? TS | [ takes Clip. by the throat, 


Ciip. O lord! he vill trottle me—-helpa—-O 
lord ! 


Mr. Devaſt. Thieves, thieves, I have got you 
fait—you ſhall not eſcape me. 


Clip. Ah! murder, murder, he will choaka me, 


Front. Stop, let me get his little finger, there is 
no other means of waking him. | 


Mr. Devaſt. Oh Where am 1? Ha! Front- 
lefs, why did you leave me, raſcal ; why did you 
let me go out when 1 ſlept 3 | 


Clip. Ah! devil take your e our fingers 
no ſhleep. 


Front. Indeed, fir, I was fo i out that 1 
dropt aſleep, and in that time you got out of bed. 


Ar. Devaſt. J remember now, I am at lord 
Vander- 
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Vandergraſs'ss Oh! I've betrayed myſelf ; who is 
that man ? 


Clip. One whom you have done the honour to 
almoſt ſtrangle. 


Mr. Deva. What will they think of me, ſhould 
this be known? Harkee, friend! if you will not 
mention this, I will reward you handſomely. 


Clip. Sar? 


Ar. Devaſt. I will give you ſomething to make 
you eaſy, my friend. 


Clip. Do you not dream now, fir, when you 
promiſe dis ? | 


Front. Come, fir, make yourſelf eaſy, my uncle 
will not be ſo indiſcreet——You had better return 
to bed, they may be coming from table. | 

[ Exit Front. and Mr. Devaſt. into the bedchamber. 


Clip. He is ive, fir, Tleaking after them] Upon 
my vord, if de gentleman rides poſt day and night, 
he had need of his bed. [| feels his throat]! Am I 
not ſtrangled ? No——T1 am aſhleep, perhaps, and 
have dreamed all dis---{ ſhakes his arm and bites his 
finger] No——and yet dis malady may be catch- 
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ing for I ſhee, I valk, I talk——O ! vat confu- 
ſion has dis made in my head——if it had not 
been for Charles, for de little finger, he vould 


have ſqueez'd my breath out of my 1 by de 
wrong end. 


SCENE IV. 


Enter VALENTINE. 


Clip. O! far, I have ſuch a ting to tell you 
you don't know. 


Lal. My dear Clipman, my uncle and the coun- 
teſs are at the plan again. 


Clip. Sar, I've ſeen him awake in his ſhleep. 


Val. [not liſtening to bim] I deſired lady Emily to 
come here, that I might ſee her alone for ten min- 
utes, ſo you muſt leave the room directly. 


Clip. He! he! ſuppoſe he was to dream ſhe be- 
long'd to anoder man, 


Val. Pleaſantry is very unſeaſonable at this criti- 
cal moment—leave the room now, and [I'll hear 
you another time. 


Clip. It is of great conſequence, ſar, and no 
pleaſantry, vat I tell you dere. | | 
G Val. 
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Val. 1 am fo uneaſy, that you'll make me quite 
mad if you ſtay. 


Clip. Vat, you not liſten to me? 


Val. No, no, I tell you—-T'll hear nothing—1 
can't attend to nonſenſe while my ſoul is upon the 
rack. [ puſhing him. 


Clip. You'll repent it, ſar ; remember, ſar, you'll 
repent not hearing dat your rival is fom—ſom— 


Val. Repent, or not—go you muſt—and go you 
ſhall. [puſhing him quite out] At laſt I have got 
rid of him Perhaps I flatter myſelf too much 
yet ſhe promiſed ſhe would come — if this man is 
quite indifferent to her—if ſhe likes me but a little 
—here ſhe is. f 


SCENE V. 
Lady EMILY advances ep by flep, and 9 
from the dining-room door. : 


Pal. You have the goodneſs then, lady Emily. 


Lady Em. Valentine, I dare not; J am fright- 
ened to death- 1 


Val. For heaven's ſake be calm, and liſten with 
attention. 


Lady 


Lach Em. My knees tremble jo, I can hardly 
ſtand. 


Val. Only one word, and then I have done 
[ takes her hand and draws her forward] Lady Emily, 
ſurely you muſt know that I love you to diſtraction. 


Lady Em. I'm ſorry for it—now let me go. 


Val. Only liſten one moment longer; do you 
hate me for loving you? 


Lady Em. Judge yourſelf if I do. Before you 
told me fo, I ſuſpected that you did—-and yet all 
my prudence could not hinder me from giving you 


this meeting now let me go, if you love me. 


Val. Dear lady Emily, ſince you do not hate me, 
give me leave to ſpeak to my uncle and obtain his 
conſent to my paying my addreſſes to you, inſtead 
of this Mr. Devaſthouſe; and do you prevail with 
your mother to break off the match with him. 


Lady Em. Alas! you don't know my mother, 
Valentine hen once ſhe takes a thing into her 
head, nothing can alter her reſolution and I am 
ſo much afraid of her, that I ſhould die with grief 
ſooner than venture to tell her I don't like Mr. De- 

G2 voaſthouſe 
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valthouſe——Take my advice, Valentine forget 
me; I wiſh I could ſay too--- 


Val. What, my lovely lady Emily ? 


Lady Em. I wiſh I had the courage to deſire you 
to hate me. 3 


Val. Hate you! heavens and earth ! you ſweet 
creature, hate you | 


Lady Em. Valentine, I ſhudder at the thoughts 
of my mother's finding me here---if ſhe miſſes me, 
ſhe is ſo ſuſpicious— 


Val. Surely, if you are certain of my love, you 
need not fear her ſo much. 


Lady Em. | ſmiles] Why, to ſpeak the truth, I 
do feel more---what ſhall I ſay---not bolder, but 
leſs timid, than I did before I was certain that you 
liked me. 


Val. Then you are ſure of i ¶ Incels and kiſſes 
her hand] thus let me thank you----you give me a 
new life---'till this moment I never 


Lady Em. Ah, heavens! my mother ! 


SCENE 
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SCENE VL 


Enter Lady BELMOUR. 


Lady Bel. What do I ſce? a man Kneeling to 
my daughter !---Valentine too ! Heavens and earth, 
lady Emily! 


Val. Your ladyſhip--a---a--mv'am--- [heſtating. 


Lady Bel. Is it poſſible thut my daughter, my 
own daughter, ſhould ſuffer ſuch a liberty! 


Lady Em. Indeed, ma'am, it was by chance---- 
I could not foreſee, indeed. | 


Lady Bel. No, indeed----you could not foreſee 
that I ſhould ſurpriſe you Indeed, lady Emily, 
after ſuch an adventure I can't ſpeak. | 

[walls up and down the lage, Val. follows. 


Val. For heavens fake, dear madam, conſider a 
little----believe me that my paſſion for your daugh- 
ter is of the moſt perfect kind, and I flatter mylelf 
that my uncle will approve--- 


Lady Bel. 3 uncle, ſir? Yaur 3 ſir - 
will give me ſatisfaction, I hope, for your daring 
to think of her——So, ſo, you are in love with 
her, without my leave—-I find you upon your 

knees 
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knees without my conſent Sir, there is nothing 
violent I will not do, I am now fo angry. 


Val. Believe me, at leaſt when I aſſure you that 
ſhe is not to blame in any ſhape. 


Lady Bel. Not to blame? Did not ſhe liſten to 
you ? Believe me, lady Emily, if this is known, 
T'll lock you up for the reſt of your life. 


Lady Em. What could I do or ſay, ſince I left 
you? I have not been here above ten minutes, 


Lady Bel. Ten minutes as if one did not know 


what could be done in ten minutes — and you don't 


drop down dead with ſhame at my feet Have 
you taught her, fir, to forget me, as well as herlelt? 


Val. My dear madam, if you would liſten to me 
one moment. 


Lady Bel. One moment? I'm tired to death of 


you and your moments, and your excuſes—-Come, 


come, lady Emily, this admits of no excuſe. 
[ takes lady Em. by the arm, and going. 


SCENE VI. 
Emer Lord VANDERGRASS. 


Tord Van, What's the matter, ladies? Oh, I 
ſuppoſe 
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ſuppoſe you're in a hurry to ſee what the workmen 
have been doing ſince this morning. 


Lady Bel. I'm in a hurry to go, my lord, but to 
go in gdod earneſt; I ſhall ſet out for London di- 
rectly. 


Lord Van. I've too good an opinion of your pru- 
dence to aſk your reaſons, but what will Mr. De- 
vaſthouſe ſay to this ? 


Lady Bel. He may follow me, if he likes it. 


Lord Van. What can all this hurry be? You 
ſeem agitated——lI hope no accident—-no relation 
dead ? 


Lady Bel. Much worſe, my lord, much worſe; 
when one's honour is inſulted. 


Lord Van. One's honour! A deuce, my lady, 
who has meddled with your honour ? 


Lady Bel. Your nephew there, his inſolent paſ- 


ſion. 


Lord Van. Hey | hey! What have you” been FR 
ing to the counteſs ? 


Val. J aſſure you, uncle 
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Lord Van. You ſurely can have for her only the 


_ greateſt reſpect. 


Val. No more I have, indeed fir. 


Lord Van. A young lad like you, to think of af- 
fronting a woman of her years 


Lady Bel. My years, indeed ! I tell you, my 
lord, his love 


Lord Van. His love! A little puppy 
he to think of love? Upon my word, I aſk your 
ladyſhip ten thouſand pardons for him. 


ought 


Val. J proteſt to you, uncle 


Lord Van. A ſtripling, to make love to a woman 
old enough to be his mother. 


Lady Bel. He's mad now 


Lord Van. Yes, ſo he is, mad or drunk, I ſup- 
poſe. A boy juſt come from the academy — a lad, 
a child, to ſuppoſe that at your age 


Lady Bel. At my age, and my years? Do you 
know, my lord, that it is now exactly an hour 
that you have been talking downright nonſenſe 
J like your thinking him mad tor being in love with 
| | me 
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me Pray who told you he ever was in love with 
me ? 


Lord Van. Why did not you ſay fo yourſelf? 


Lady Bel. I wiſh he had indeed, it would not 
have been half ſo bad no, no, my lord, he has 
the inſolence to be in love with my girl—-and to 


tell her fo, and me ſo I found him down upon 
his knees here 


Judge, if after ſuch a proceeding 
I can ſtay here. 


Lord Van. [ pauſes] O! O ! what then 


Upon my word, this alters the caſe——W hat, fir ; 


umph—— Lady Belmour, I approve much of your 
anger, but would adviſe you not to go—-ſtay, as if 


nothing had happened. 
Lady Bel. How, my lord ? 


Lord Van. No one knows of this but us four— 
and your ſetting out will give room to ſuſpect ſome 
quarrel——beſide, my lady, after all, you take fire 
very eaſily— I am not ſo angry. 


Lady Bel. You, indeed! you, indeed | 


N 


have you to know, my good lord, that in twenty 
years hence, I will be juſt as angry as I am now; 
whenever and wherever I pleaſe, with or without 
reaſon. 


H SCENE 
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SCENE unt. 


Mr. Dev asTHOvsE appears at the back part of th: 
Hage, walking up and down with his hat before his 
face, held like a maſk. 


Lac Bel. You have put me into a pretty dilem- 
ma—to be ſure, my lord, he has heard it all. 


Val. Would to heaven he had. 


Lady Bel. He looks much taken up with ſome- 
thing. | [to lord Van. 


Lord Van. | dare ſay he has heard us, and does 
not know how to begin. 


Lady Em. I wiſh what I have ſaid may make him 
hate me. 


Mr. Devoft. It is right to have a maſquerade at 
a wedding. 


Lord Van. [to lady Bel. ] Fll try him. [fo Ar. 
Devaſt.] Indeed, my dear friend, it is very odd of 
you to appear in your night-gowi before theſe la- 
dies you uſed to be the pink of gallantry. 


Lax Bel, [to lord Van. ] I fe very plainly he 


SG, 3 


does it to affront my daughter——O ! fir, it is no 
matter how Mr. Devaſthouſe is dreſſed— he's al- 


ways well in any thing. | 


A,. Devaſt. Yes, in any thing—in a poſt-jack- 


et—in a huſlar—in a domino—it's all the ſame. 


Lady Bel. Indeed J agree with you, one muſt be 
quite full dreſs'd, or make no ceremony at all. 


Mr. Deva. Faith you are right—no ceremony, 
no ceremony. [laughs] You, I ſee, have no cere- 
mony about you. [ laughs, 


Val. He has heard us. 


Lord Van. I don't know what to make of it—— 
always merry, my friend ? always gay nr 
I know you of old. 


Mr. Devaſt. You know me ? No, no, no, no, 
no—you don't know me O! no. 


Lady Bel. Here, fir, is my daughter, that— 


Mr. Devaſt. Your daughter! Excellently well 
diſguiſed—very well—a very good figure indeed —- 
yery well diſguiſed. 


Lady Bel. Diſguiſed, fir, diſguiſed ? I'd have you 
believe you know us very little, if you ſuppoſe— 
Mr. 
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Mr. Devaſt. Faith, I don't want to know her. 


Lord Van. Tndeed, Devaſthouſe, it is you that 
are not yourſelf at this moment. 


Mr. Devaſt. So much the better; ſo much the 
better. Why, they are maſked, 


Lady Bel. There now, lady Emily, that's what 
you draw upon yourſelf——but however, ſir, any 
method of breaking oft with me would have been 
more civil than that you have taken Familiarity, 
fir, familiarity and=—= 


Mr. Devaſt. Humph ! I ſee much better now 
the whole ſcene. [Its down, 


Lady Bel. Sir, upon my honour, this uſage is 
not to be borne Sir, after ſuch impertinent 
freedom—aſlure yourſelf that nothing ſhall tempt 
me to give you my daughter, 


Ar. Devaſt. [ laughs) Well, ſhe may take ſome 
one elſe for her chaperon——ſhe may walk about 
as much as ſhe pleaſes with ſomebody elle. 


[ falls faſt aſleep. 
Lord Van. But are you mad? Don't you 


Lady Bel. Pray let us have no more words 
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was a fool for thinking that a citizen's ſon could 
behave with propriety 


Your nephew by his im- 
prudence has diſcovered the brutal temper of this 
gentleman therefore the ſooner we return to town, 
the better, 


Lord Van. Why, my lady, if you will not be 
quite in ſuch a violent hurry, nor in fo great a paſ- 
ſion, I would tell you, I think it is hard if ſome of 
us may not be the happier for this piece of work— 
the only amends that can be made to lady Emily, 
is offering her a huſband to make amends for that 
ſhe looſes here's my nephew, that wiſhes for 
nothing in the world but to make his peace with 


you and faith, my lady, I am determined to 


have a wedding, and a wedding we will have 


ſo give your daughter to Valentine, or ecod, my 
lady, I'll run away with her myſelf. | 


Lady Em. My dear ma'am, 
Lady Bel. Hold your tongue. 
Val. My dear uncle 


Lady Bel. Well, lady Emily, I give my conſent 
——and remember, if ever you repent, at leaſt you 


muſt not ſay I choſe a huſband for you. 
Jal. Is it poſſible ? 


SCENE 
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SCENE TIX. 


FRONTLESS enters, and looks in his maſter's room for 
bim. CLIPMAN comes on. FRONTLESsS running 
on the ſtage from his maſler's room. 


Front. O! lord, my poor maſter, where is he ? 
O! dear, I cannot find him any where. 


Clip. vy dere he iſh, talking to de company, 
Front. Huſh, huſh, for heaven's ſake. 
Clip. O! fait I'll tell—he is a fom—ſon— 


Front. [with his hand on Clip's. mouth] By Jove 
you ſhall not ſpeak. h 


Clip. Hasn't he ſtrangled any body yet? 
Lady Bel. What's all this nonſenſe ? 


Clip. Vy, I'll tell you, far, his maſter is mad, 
dat ſhleeps when he is awake. 


Lord Van, You nonſenſical blockhead, do you 
dream ? 


Clip. No, no, he dreams—-and to ſhew you I 
ſhpeak de truth, here's a little finger dat— 


Mr, 
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Mr. Devaſt. [ waking] Ha! where am I! Lord 


Vandergraſs, is it you; for heavens ſake what have 
I done, what have I ſaid ? 


Lord Van, How can you aſk ? It does not ſignify 
what you have ſaid or done, ſince there is an end 
of your wedding. 


Mr. Devaſt. An end! I don't underſtand you, 


Front. I do. I'll lay my life on't, fir, you've 
done ſome fooliſh thing in your ſleep. I fee we 
are diſcovered——Upon the word of a gentleman, 
my lady, I give you my honour my maſter is the 
civileſt and beſt natured man in the world, when 
he is awake it is not his fault you know if he 
talks nonſenſe in his ſleep. 


Lady Bel. O ho! you'd make me believe his an- 


ſwers were given in his ſleep— I wiſh, ſir, you'd 
learn to dream more politely. 


Val. At leaſt you was not aſleep when wy uncle 
propoſed lady Emily's being mine. 


[Lady Bel. nods and ſmiles to Val. 
Mr. Devaſt. What, fir, does lady Emily like you? 


Clip. O! fait, ſar, my young maſter has not 
ſlept for love deſe ſix months, I promiſe you, 


Lads 
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' Lady Em. Sir, I hope you will forgive me, if I 
tell you, that when I conſented to be yours, it was 


my duty, and not my inclination that made me ſi- 
lently obey my mother's orders, 


Mr. Devaſt. Your ladyſhip ſhall ſee at leaſt that 
I have my ſenſes about me when I am awake—your 
confeſſion obliges me to give you up to one who 
has a prior claim to your affections 


And now 
I can ſincerely join in laughing at an accident that 
has prevented us all three from being wretched. 


Lord Van. Come, come, children, as we walk 
along, we will ſettle matters fo that your happineſs 
may not be delayed, and finiſh all our plans toge- 
ther. : | 
Front. J give you joy dear fir, upon my life, 
| Pray this one ſecret keep ; 

: You're not the firſt man that has loſt his wite, 


While he was faſt aſteep. 
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